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Toi. You do not give me time enough,, and you are
so eager on the subject that it is difficult to fore-
stall you.

ANG. I "admit I am never tired of talking about him
to you_, and my heart eagerly takes advantage of
every opportunity of opening itself to you. But,
tell me, Toinette., do you blame me for the love
I bear him ?

Toi. Not at all.

ANG. Is it wrong of me to give myself up to these
sweet thoughts ?

Toi. I never said so.

ANG. And would you have me insensible to the tender
protestations of ardent passion which he displays
towards me ?

Toi. God forbid!

ANG. Tell me^ then, do you not think with me that
the unexpected adventure of our acquaintance was
Heaven-sent, directed by fate ?

Toi. Yes.

ANG. Do you not think that his defending me with-
out knowing me is altogether characteristic of a
gentleman ?

Toi. Yes.

ANG. That no one could have behaved more gener-
ously ?

Toi. (Juite so.

ANG. And that he did all this with the utmost
delicacy ?

Toi. Oh ! yes.

ANG. Do you not think, Toinette^ that he is very
handsome ?

Toi. Assuredly.

ANG. That he has the best manners imaginable ?

Toi. Undoubtedly.

ANG. That his conversation and his actions are alike
noble ?

Toi. True.

ANG. That nothing could be more passionate than his
words to me?
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